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ingenious as a Yankee' is a phrase one frequently encoun-
ter in Bolshevist writings.   Wherever I  went in  village
and city, as soon  as my  American origin became known,
friendly and curious mobs woold surround me  and swamp
me with all manner of queries  about life  and    work   in
America    Again and again  Soviet  officials  would  say to
me that Russia's salvation lay in her  ability  to  learn  to do,
things in the American way, which is the  best  way.    Often
I had to laugh at the  exaggerated  notiong of peasants as
to  America's   power of achievement,  as  when  a   bearded
muzhik from the province of Tula  asked  me  once  whether
it was true that an American had invented a machine  which
could   either start  or stop   rains.    Had    Soviet    finance  |
permitted  and had the  American    government    approved ;
hundreds  of Russian  college youths  would be  sent  there
annually to perfect themselves   in    the    universities    and
workshops for their lifework at home.    'Even your money
is so dift'erent from ours or from any other in  Europe,' the
editor of a provincial daily  remarked.    'Your  bills   are such
a delight to the eye, really pretty to look  at,  and  so  con-
venient to carry around, all of the  same  size  and  of  such
excellent paper that neither tears nor wrinkles nor fades like
ours, or the German, or   even the  French paper  moneys.'
Without any effort of her own,  and  in  spite  of her  stern)
political attitude, America is the most esteemed and  the best
advertised country in Russia, with a fund of goodwill  on   the
part of all classes of Russians, which may in the future havei
far-reaching consequences for both nations  and possibly  for;
the whole world.

I

I was answering questions hurled at. me from alii
directions by men, women, and principally the Young;
Communists, when a red-bearded peasant with a large!
head, a broad face, a heavy nose and lofty forehead, onej
of those Tolstoyan type of muzhiks one sees at every step;
in the Russian villages, suddenly burst in with a remark!
which shattered the good-humour and the hilarity of thej
crowd.                         t                                                          I

'You'd better tell us, citizen,* he said, 'whether your
peasants in America are as ragged as we are and wear
such tattered khalats (jackets) as mine is. See ? That's
our great misfortune, brother, the poor muzhik can: buy